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Aug. 17, 2019 

I went ahead and moved into the dumpster. 

Some human saw my typewriter, 
and came towards it like they wanted it. 

I tried to scare the person away by loud screeching 
and fervent wing flapping, but they picked it up anyway. 
I was happy to see the look on the human's face when 
they saw how old and dilapidated the thing is. 

The person just threw it over the dumpster wall. 

It made a loud crashing sound that ruffled my feathers. 

I thought it had broken into pieces. 

I flew into the dumpster and saw it had landed 
upside down, sort of to the side. 

I'm typing this now in a very awkward position. 

I can't lift the thing, like I said, it's way too heavy. 

So I just sort of wedged myself up under it. 

My left foot is currently caught in the roller thing. 

The dinger bell broke. The human didn't have to throw it 
so hard in here. The sound of that "ding" while I typed 



was like a friend to me. Now all I can hear is the echoes 

of the typewriter clicks sounding off the empty dumpster walls. 

It takes a while for this dumpster to fill up with trash. 

I'll be sure and watch out, on trash day. 

There's a dead mouse in here. 

bye for now, 

Bird 



